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In " Lucretia Borgia " she presented the most perfect picture of opulent, insolent beauty that I ever saw, while her " Leah, the Forsaken " was absolutely Hebraic; and in the first scene, where she was pursued and brought to bay by the Christian mob, her attitude, as she silently eyed her foes, her face filled both with wild terror and fierce contempt, was a thing to thrill any audience, and always received hearty applause.
So far as looks went, she was seen to least advantage in her greatest money-maker, '' East Lynne." Oh, dear! oh, dear! the tears that were shed over that dreadful play, and how many I contributed myself!- I would stand looking on from the entrance, after my short part was over, and when she cried out: " Oh, why don't I die! My God! why don't I die ? " I would lay my head against the nearest scene and simply howl like a brokenhearted young puppy. I couldn't help it, neither could those in front help weeping — more decorously perhaps, because they were older and had their good clothes on.
Now this brilliant and successful actress was not very happy—rfew are, for one reason or another — but she worked much harder than most women, and naturally liked to have some return for her work; therefore she must have found it depressing, at least, when her husband formed the habit of counting up the house by eye (he could come to within $5 of the money contents of the house any night in this way), and then going out and losing the full amount of her share in gambling. It was cruel, and it was but one of the degradations put upon her. Lucille did not know how to bear her troubles. She wept and used herself up. Then, to get through her heavy night's work, she took a stimulant. Oh, poor soul! poor soul! though the audience knew nothing, the people about her knew she was not her best self; and she knew they knew it, and was made sore ashamed and miserable. Her husband, on one occasion, had gambled away every cent of three nights' work. On the fourth she had had